
Kate Carew and Countess of Warwick Run Gamut from Peacocks to Marriage
''Aunt Kate" Relates How She Took Advantage

of Ten Precious Minutes to Glean from the
Noted English Philanthropist-Publicist

Her Views on Many Subjects.
B» Rat* C»r-»w.

OH. TO BF a countess I
I couldn't help thinking how well

adapted i am for *i*?h a position.
Mit en the «ray to the R'tr.-Carltnn to

Mendel* th* last titled atvtval. A Oor»
. («avant sa-d one« that our desires are

¡resentiments of our faculties, if he is

iieht and Qermsn savants always are, no

0«.r that ' question the« decree of fate.

yB?^c|n. to m« that T ro"1'1 f,t vpr>' easily

into tbe frame of a -court circle.

For year? I hove read myself to sleep
.m» aeroalnf ,,1Ä madly alluring pages of

«urke'i Peerage »r"1 .¦.* Almanach de

jwhs z*"1 remarkably conversant with th»

Keredttsrv rights of all the dear little earls

JL rn.e over her« to marry our big
an tvlressea, but confess with

lugme thst I am Ignorant of the minor-

int- of etiquette necessary to note before

¡L isadnrltted to the Peeresses' Gallery at

coronations or to B front pew when crowned

n,.dc ha. . oh rouies.
, kn.,. .«..pie, thai you muat back

e.t of a royal presence, but. wltb some

T\>" l« n«< exsctly royal bul within a
8

. | |t, would H be correct to

,. ,ning, or ahouM one merely

b,rV ,. ought i lo courtesy, holding my
hands? it Is m difficult

.,, And what ahould 1 do
hOOk? Put It on the Poor

¦ rny genuflections? *nd,
_,. .,, laaumed my itar-Bpsnglad

..He. would It not be awkward
i rick it up again?

,, the fad thai i «m em

.d nonchalantly rtralghten my hat

-ri M Hody. countesar as if I were

¡"cu».<-( »« interview BObillty every dav

ard ,otell the truth, a little bored by 11

PRIZE OF TEN GOLDEN MINUTES.

UMlly I couldn't tell and had. finally.
',. ,h# assistance of Mr I-ee Kee-

d-,k with whom l had been in communies-
t,on"ever since the pllol left Bandy Hook

He had Insured the countess's life for

Bft>f)fO. srrsnged 'er tour and. Incident¬

ally exerted himself tremendously In my

behalf, so that 1 waa to have ten uninter-
,ents alone with her. Together

alone! Think of It! Ten minutes with a

real Ut t countess
,..,, this won't get into the society

columns; it would look as if I were tryingj
to push m)

¦.\!. Mr. K.«-dick." chuckled I. "shall T

iMresi her 'your cace,' 'in' lady'? Shall

I begin, "Now, tell me. earless, do you be-

1
The Koedick information bureau then be¬

came authority for the statement that I

«teed no- worry about the, etiquette of the

occasion, as the countess had enough for

two; thai I ahould address her as plain
Lady Warwick.

I had a dress rehearsal. 'Lady Warwick.
.Lady Warwick!' I said it over and over.

» ¿M her to suspect for ¦ mo¬

ment that my IIPS were unaccustomed to

the touch of titles, a fact that relatives

and friends, assisting nt the function, did

rot allow- me to f.irget.
ppoat it will r« rather hard for you

to come down to our level afterward,"
Mid en».

I shall try to forget." I answered, a' bit
"

Another resented my sang frold. ToU
know how cool and SOlf-pOSSSSSSd I ean

be tn a crisis. "Yon don't seem dased at

a!!." re""! strafed she.
Your Aunt Kate has remarked from time

¦ the sort of camaraderie existing
n writer« and people of all sorts,

high and low. The average society woman

v be much mote ¦elf-consctous meet¬

ing a queen than a feminine scribbler would
think of being, for she would know nothing
of that common ground on Which Itand
I ed to kindred arts, the give-'

rltory where boundary lines

a very comfortable Jungly sort of wa'tlr,
plsce.

In 'bis ropev jungle I arranged my men»;
quadrant and took observations. I ha*
been far from the madding crowd of la»
Mv re-entrance Into It was a muter c

great Intetest
Item: 1 made note of the discreet rubbe;

Ing wh«n I mentioned th« unimportant fa«
of my arrival. "Miss Carow!" A few, tt|
donhtertly, remembereil »be marvelloi,
luncheon party I gav» and gave awa

when the hotel opened and my first, puhll
cigarette smoked uivW the chaperonac
of the mflltre d'hotel, who was quit«» agon

Isad at mv amateur efforts In that strong
hold of professional skill.
Item: The smart afternoon mats worn b

the hotel officiai«, at p> in the morning, »h
sort our men wear to pink t«as and th
neat bras-« buttoned uniforms of the ivue

staff.
hem: Th» "bowlerc". note the Engllsl

term set tlrdllted on the bead, and th«
trousers rolled high, cerv high. aln»o.at t<

th* >boe top« Ptiii rainln' in Ijunnon af»«"i
all »bes» years. Oh. these rbmatie ««or«

Just »ben I hear«! a young English chai
pie remark to n pretty .merican
"Oh, 1 ?ay. where do«-s one kav«

coat?"
Pretty Arn»rlran responded with a p°'t

iton«d for by a dimple:
"W'heie two put two's coats, 1 BUPPOSS.'
"Oh, 1 say. you are funny." responded fh»

young nun

One lr«l him off to put one's mat (itv.

;>nd 1 continued my quiet r~roVn painting
Item: A line of callow youths emulating

in th lr «calk »he turkey trot.
item: T.ack of ostentation Real eom-

fo't. Well trained servants, whose h«>red-
Itary Sense have made them automata,

yet who hare not lost the human not«
Ko fiunkeyism. No acrobatl- bus'line.
Noiseless machinery. It seeni«d to ftflsi
»'arew, as she sat In tbe «had« of tl»n

Jungle, that l.adv Warwick ought to fee]

Very happy a» step).Ing Into sui h a »tiid.
Old World atmosphere after the »ra and
land changos she im«! lu^t encountered
GETTING NEAR TO THE PRESENCE.
The pase who had taken mv card flnt-

tereii Into view. He had a short colloquy
with the hotel "clark." who, in turn, dia¬

logued with a thin, oarnest-vlsaged young
man with a British articulation of the

most exaggerated port and a suave spine.
I learned afterward that he is l_ady War¬
wick's secretary, Mr. Taylor.
He approached the Jungle and cautious¬

ly peered In. "Are you M:ss Carew?" In¬

quired he.
I nodded
"I*ady Warwirk Is so sorry to keep you

waiting. ?he will se» you In Just a mo¬

ment. Bo sorry, so".
}|e «Hepped along to an accompaniment

of soft "sos" (plural of so).
In a few moments he returned. This

tim« hs said:
"Will you go up now, Miss Carew"

Hope you areu't tired waiting. Bo sorry.
Will you take the lift""
Two young men wiggled thems*1ve«, into

the machine as it started. It moved «o

smoothly that I had tho Impression th«
whole establishment wan going with me

and was amazed that »he red velvet
chair and the green foliage rereded from
View instead of keeping In thS picture.
With a commendable newspaper spirit

the young m«*n apparently Intended to as¬

sist at my Interview. T tried to look 'hem
down with the cold, rruel Ftare of the«

Journalist whose appointment has b»en
arrance The secretary's method wa?

much more efficacious. HÄ is a diploma»
They may have stepped off somewhere as

the lift lifted, but the-.- lust seemed to
melt away under th" beneficent Influence
of his volee and »mil».
As I stepped Into the corridor a door not

'N THIS COZY JUNGLE I ARRANGED MY MENTAL QUADRANT AND

TOOK OBSERVATIONS.

r " torn down, for they never have
bee« bttftL 1 did n«it try to explain this.
."I ' knew she would not understand an»

Iban 1 could make clear that as ont
1 .-' the hill to the heights the horizon

¦nn, f..r tny eritk did not have an

korlirtn, only a «kyline, and there is such a
' '

renée.
her fear whs contagious. I found

' :f in the foyer ««r tie Wtt-Carttoo
I In an undertone. 'Now, buck up,

1 '' Don't go to the daafe and say that
Carew would like to goo Miss War-

vi«k Keep tight bold, Forget your rela-
«I Remember, now. Lady Warwick,
-*' Carew, not".

a.ltiK the «,fti,,. «i.-pk. 1 did stutter a lit«
ün i «hiipht ilic "Lady «'¡«rew" ntidway
from throat to mouth und substituted
".Varw|«k." then mentioned my own un-

suKiiinitiK nomenclature with the air of «me
who knows that kind hearts are more» than

.ts and simple faith than Norman
blotxl

nas anything terrifying in
' aeenoa "f the hotel «lark," or. In

anywhere abotrt the nice, homey
With an eye to artlatle effect, I se-

1 a big armchair, with red velvet upholMn picked off 'ii gold. I! v.;.« placed
.«.-d'Vi.j- Lttwt-t'i two Uli talma and made

f,,r sway opened, as If timed to my com¬

ing.
In the rectangular aperture stood a tall,

stunning figure, gowned In IVsnch blue.

before I had time for more than a fleet¬

ing glance, I heard a well modulated, ra¬

ther deep voice say: "Oh. Miss Carew

s«, perry in have kept you waiting. So

good of you to come. 1 hope you haven't

b.-en downstairs long. Will you forgive

I had Intended to make an opening
»pOOCh something like this:

.Ah. Lady Warwick, It is an uncen«

ictonnbte hour to disturb your matinal

slumbers, but the exigencies of the n«ws-

paper piufaaslon huve forced upon me a

necessitous haste and a seeming Indlffer»
,',... to winr well being which Is far re¬

moved from my individual relaUoa there¬
to
Rather elo,.ient. that! Even If I am not

a title,! lecturer, I ***** ¦ ***m bow one

should be add,«" "'

1 did not get a chance to say it. 1 mad-

the ..'stake of listening »<> advisers who

claimed that Lady Warwick would rMSnf
being disturbed at auch an early hour.

Thev will cling to the belief that fine

ladMsm and ttOOfl rising are avnnn-mmis

;uu> Warwick has a beauUful hand to]

IN THE RECTANGULAR APERTURE STOOD A TALL. STUNNING F*IGUR_ GOWNED IN FRENCH BLUE.

mat-h the physique which pained for h"
in her yOUth »be light to be <alle«l nin

of tl s handsomest women in England. 8h<
»«¦ok mine, raising It high and drew »n«

gently Into »be room, still talking with *

vital, esrly morning sesl which was per
fectly smaslng, considering the fact o

her reeenl arrival, aft«T a particularly un

PÍOS van» voyage
"I have a racking sho«klng headai be.'

she remarked. "Such a dull, stormy time

the »lowest trip lb.- Mauietlnia ever toads
An fid winds'"

It would have been absurd to ask thb
picture «if health if she had suffered fron

the usual form of mean sickness. I pul
the question away In col«! storage, wltl
severe! other bromides "What do yotl
think of our skyscrapers," "American
girls T' "What is your impression oi
America.?' etc

My disclaimer, "You don't look as If yon
knew what a headache mean«," had mor«1

truth »ban Is ordinarily «oncéale«! In a

ipM-fire < ompllmen».
Mis 1'aget this was before she n,n

titled- received mo one morning early In
a WOnderfUl brocaded kimono of deep yel¬
low. It was most artistic, most neglige1*
hikI nulle suite,I to h<r peculiar type. Yet
»he smart, tinished appearance of [_u_y
Warwicli was squally successful, even

more so, as an Indication Of character
II «eeuie«! lo emphasize lier ;i I« » n« su. lui

unquenchable Joy in Hvtng, »he vitality
Which WOUld be exuberant If It were not

restraim «I.
.lust why the cOUnteM wore her bat at

that hour aid In bar own room I cannot

say. Possibly nohlllly sleeps in Its hit.

If shu was m-rely following precedent!
I can assert »hat there Is no evl-
denee in Its appearance thai bar »lum¬
beta had lieen disturbed by any anx¬

iety concerning tue abolition of th«-

House Of Lords Or the abrogation of th"

hereditary prlvlbg.s she may possess and

to which. In spite of her progressive har-

aeler, she, .0 «loiibt, «lings with all ¡»

roal woman's pertinacity.
Her gown was a one-piece drOSS of

tram-parent \olle made over white taf-
ff-ia, the belt In »In« time honor« d location
with no suggestion of an Empire effect.
The White Waist« oat was finished with B

roll «ollar and a tiny MSjcfc velvet tailored
bow. The lines of the dress were simple
g_d attractive, the lint the exact shade
Of blue to bring out her good points.
The bat was of. corn «olor straw, big and

and flat, a regular garden party sort of
hat. «In le,| l. oslrbh plume, of Naftler
blue, « ir«, i«.«! and . unper.y. It covered
bul did not conceal an sbtntdsne« ol snow
white hair, parted low snd piled la soft

nias**'' nur the eu., tl» chiffon 1 i ti i it c

more int.tue in color Ihsn th<« gown \

the hiim «lux.p..I here end there then
were ntysterloui sh.ni.m-. an admlrabl«
i.a. kground for Ih« whit« hal and arl
i««, ral!¦. face

I un spending a little time on i

¦criptlon of the nstume, I.
tln«l « woman whose heart snd aoul are

engaged In serioua matters, yet arho Is
perfectly gowned, perfe II3 groomed, who
does not. In a word, dlsdsln the coi

in the paragraphs of life
A good maid? 1 h«'." knoan ¦ a

who was Interested In the welfare of »oui
who had two maid« ind «Iwaj looked
s< rubby.

I/..IV Warwick's face moulded Into
the standard form, which II take« rentu

of breeding in ;.luce rniik» many

of her claas, ¡t 1» Impressed with bet In
«11. Idualli t imping the 1 ¦.. Hi
l« aquHne, with ¦ hint «ir piquancy; her
chin Brm: her ears are concealed bj 1

war) heir, their huge diamond hoop eai

lines twinkling it««! twirling a« she talk«
vivaciously.
The nhe old Anglo Si »on word "buxom

comes to mind sa 1 study my vls-a vis.
1.ut "buxom" Bti«Ea>Mta a dairymaid 1 «loi
ing. and Lady Warwick'« Inter« ting pal
lor 's as far removed from ruddy rheek
at ure her athletic lines and symmetric,
build from the abort, stocky frame ol ihe
peasant woman.

Her eyes are the gray»M.f the In¬
tellectual, keen au«l kin«ll< They look «II

reitly Into yours. Tli« V are wlndosr« Ol
the soul, and not of the ground glass va¬

riety. About brow and eye« the recall«
Dien Terry. Hot mouth i* long »mil nar¬

row, it 1^ o generous mouth and «he
¦miles frequently. Bhe gestures with the
.amo largess of energy. She has broad
¦houldora ami the riding back, which re
mind one of her former pi owes« In the
hunt and nor four»ln»hand expertnesa
She is deep chested. hi,«, g Nlebelungenlled
singer, and has long limbs

it is state.i that Lady Warwick la fifty
years old. Such i«, statement Is, of course,
founded on h«i-o;«II«<I facts. Basing My
rending on the true statistics health,
poise, virility- 1 would «lap ««IT quite .'

number of years and def) argument
I made directly for a chair, modestly

placed in the comfortable sitting room« or.

Should I say, "salon." in speaking of the

Apartment of a countess? Anyway, my
good intention «h« frustrated by the «.*''¦

,,;.i, wi 11 rnoduh.1 remsi h
"Won't ''"¦' piensa slloa me to «M there,

Mi»s CareWi «0 1 caa anawat Um tele¬

phone?"

mi 'i quli My.
»i», r a dramatic ln»roductinn

¦¦¦.i know, »h» modern play open¡

with ¦" lelephnrta talk, which explains U
the sudlence what It Is all going to N
..I r, ¦.

\\ followed theatrical precedent an«'
ta.i-,-I telephone for s moment or two, tc

li sr Ihe Held for the real action.
"No 11CO any big changes'.'" I chirped

white I was eranging my mental list and
recalled Ihe fat t tint »be countess ha.
been ' times before

¦| «me only yesterday, you know." Her
Ion« a/as quite apologetic "Do com« and
talk i" me after my lecture trip is over

i know i shall have many things to ten
yoil I can feel that there are mighty

tea all about me, no le»s stimulating
because ihey are unseen."

I have |usl been reading a charming
hi in j tii i» Lady Warwick wrote «bout

former home, entitled "Warwick
t'a lie and Its Earls." I remembered my

gn trip there, and particularly the
It« white peacocks strutting along

the velvet «ward, which rippled across »h»
terrace Ilk» an unrolled length of emerald
chiffon.
"Do tell me something about your won-

derful peacocks. Are they »tni alive?
T \ ¡ob| rue when [ whs there that one

of them vas a hundred years old."
Th.»úntese looked pleasingly remlnls-

cent.
"I ' ui't say accurately. The oldest man

on the place remembered that when be

u.i .1 b'.v be was told that the parti-
rolored peacock was a centenarian then.
It Is dead now. A fox hit off Its head.
Real!) i» «va« geiting to be rather dilapi¬
dated. The feathers were quits shadsfey."
Think of living to be »uch a wis«> old

bird and then meeting such an Ignomin¬
ious death, Giddy youth, like your Aunt
Kate's, has ¡i romp-nsatlona,
The count«, was as serious about the

if the peococh as If sh» had recalled
the demise of one Of her ancestors, a belt«

.i earl, p-rc-iar«-*.
I saked: "DnnM you think having beauti¬

ful objects about a child has a dir«ct
en«« » In the moulding of Its character?''

I was thinking as I question«1«! her If
the charm Of manner which puts one so

quick!) ¦.» SS-c, the beauty of mind and

person were not the normal results of a

causa like this.
.«it course." she said, "the child wel¬

fare questions. Jhose hearing on the edu-
cation and «ire of the little ones, consti¬
tute niy particular work. I lecture on

those topics while I am here. Mv work

ts iuy whole e-lsten.e. It always has

Work, Says the Countess, Is Her Whole Existence
and Especially the Work That Helps to

Make Happier the "Empty Little Lives"
of the Children of the Poor.

been. But I am not espe.-iallv tntereste.i
In the phases of the subject that relate
to the rich children. The empty little
îl'-es «pp»si to me. It Is those lives I
want to Improve "

"Rut you think color has an educational
effect on the mind*"" persisted I, "and par¬
ticularly on the sensitiv» mind* <>f chil-
dren''"

"Í am not sure." «aid th<> countess,
«lowlv. "Som» people, both adults and chil¬
dren, are sensitive to It; some are not. and
:h« non-sensltlve nn»? are equally Intel
llgent. I think. Naturally, the little mind
respond.» to Intelligence and refinement,
but so far th» primitive rather than th»
psychologie facts have engros-ed my »I
tentlon cleanliness, sanitation, food, in
giepe."
The countess's glance followed mine

which had hcen caught by the allurement
of, oh, such a hit of feminlnltv thrown
with artistic grace a«Toss s chair back It
was a filmv, frilly thing of ecru net, with
garlands of tho-e cute little asUn rosea
attached to It here and there You know.
the countess formed an Anli-ln«-- Eta»
once, the member.» of which were solemn
ly pledged n«.t to own more than one in

gown at a time "Better a tea gown like
tills than a doz»n half-way attempts,"
might ha'e heen us motto.

j "I suppose color la Important, in a way,"
she murmured

THEN CAME A TINGA-LING.
r wasn't there to talk dresa with the

countess. |Uflt ¦« If she were a Gaiety
girl engaged to « Ducal Dunce, but there's
no knowing what zigzag the conversation
migh' have taken, tempted like this, if at
Uial moment the telephone bell had not
rung
F.adv Warwick lifted the receiver. A

puzzled expression «ame Into her wide
open eves She made a Signal for help,
and I responded with alacrity. Think of
bringing Aral aid to ¦ countess!
"What shall F do'.'" she asked. "Some

one i- talking to me from Boston."
I have never edited a column for Anx¬

ious Subscribers an«l beet) able to tell
them rigbl away who wrote "Curfew
Shall Not Hing To-night'.' or the acre «if
Sarah Bernhardt, but I could respond to
this With ii «hOW Of intelligence.

"It will take them a long time. All you
have to «lo (O Wait."
That is the «me thing, apparently, th*

countess cannot do If by waiting ymj
mean quiescence.
"We might go right on with th» Inter¬

view." she sucse^ted.
I tried to think of some frothy, frivo¬

lous nibjei t to [ill in the gap, and. my per¬
fectly trained mind never failing to re¬

spond to the call made upon it, «I was

ibte to a~k Imn edlately:
"Are yon Interested in the science of

eugenics? I hav« tried to get several cele¬
brated people to discuss this subject, but
Ihey approach It With a reserve that al¬
most Implies fear. Won't vou talk freely?
"It la difficult to' do that. Th» subject

Is radical, ¡»uhvorsive. The public must be
educated to receive it first, and that vvill
he h gradual process Of thought evolution.
There is the same reticence dtspttfyed in

England, and there we ar» Inclined to

call a spade a spade, not a gardening im¬
plement, and handle it without gloves "

A ell) k at the t, lephone interrupted. The
countess was all at once a woman of the
world and a social celebrity.

"ir is Mrs Henry Russell," ah« explained
lover her shoulder, "the wife of the* di¬
rector of the Boston Opera House.'1-

-i instera and unhappy, childish women
living by themselves become wonderful
gardeners or farmers, and then they
i,e\ nr seem to be melanckoly anv more."
I.adv Warwick's eyelids cam* r«ther

«lose tozether. an attractive mannerism.
That II an Interesting thought, Misa

Carew, very pretty, too. I» 1« an idea I
mil ' »hink about, studs

mu so m-e.i to <<»mplim»n»« on my
mental acumen (hat I «lid not turn a puff.
"Ida is

" Btte ros», walked hu-Tl-dly to
the fireplace and hack. In tha» mo«n»nt
came to my mind the «tory of »*a»her,ne
»he Oreet, of Russia. The story Is this
Retur'»in2 to tbo r>.i\*.'* af»er a »«.«¿.'on

of Parliament »hat had lasted for several
d.«is and nights, her tiring woman pre¬
pared »o remove her roval rohe».

nest'" exclaimed «aih»rlne. "I want
mother gown. I am going to a ball.'*
Tlvn. to »he evident protest of her maid,
she uttered her firnous speech "Motion
i<= life, i wanl »o Pve, not die."
l.tke Catherine, the »'oun»ess of Warwick

give», you the impression of a vitality
« hi» b disdains Inaction as a forerunner
and symptom of dea»h Mentally and

dearly »he I« continually »lert. and yet
. .ne would nov«*r apply the term "fldgetty"
to her

SHE ENVIES WEALTHY WOMEN.
She tepoHfs the monosyllables a« she

walks to and fro "Ideas' Oh, If I had
th«a money «o carry mine out. The Horti¬
cultural college I- one of my aucce«»ful
experiments, and I put It through on my
personal «apital I envy the American
women who have th» absolute command
of great wealth When they have Ideas
they can follow them to the ultimate
word. They can dream and reallz», too.
I have t«i keep pounding away, trvlng to
Interest, people, forcing them to believe,
often in spite of themselves. 1 could do
so much If I were not so hampered."
"Do you think our American womit

are a« keenly Interested In scncus ques¬
tions as the English women are?"

"I don't think I should draw a com¬

parison, with the insufficient facts at
my disposal. I certainly know «ome

cnarmlng, serious, whole-souled American
women, but conditions are so different
here. You can get all over our little Island
la a «lay and a half, it is so small that
It Is really 'gossipy' and everybody knows
what everybody else Is doing. We can

keep so close In touch that we can or-

ganlss perfectly. You must work In dif¬
ferent ways. Even In New York you are

decentralized, forming in cliques, and not

really In touch, I understand. How «'an

the women of New York and San Kr_n-
claco, for instante, get together on any

important matter In the 'intime' way that
we can at almost a moment's notice. You
cannot, and that lack of possible co-opera¬
tion must have it? legitimate consequence
in a lack of the personal clement, don't
\ ou think"**1
"The American man Is lacking in im¬

agination. Isn't he-?" I stated, and then

asked.
Have you noticed how the English

woman makes a «tatenasnt that sounds
very aggresglve, or at lea«t decisive, and
then si « gives a little feminine turn to It
by fndlng It with a 'Don't you. now?" or

.I«n't that so"' "

Lady Warwick e\idently did not notice
that I was a copy cat.

"I know so few- men, ten women to one."
«he murmured, i thought, a little reg-et-

fully.
"He has been accused," raid I, "of gtv-

"HOWDY. COUNTESS?"
.

"I'm um."
"Ars you there?"
"I'm- um."
"Oh, I am so glad to see you."
"Urn.urn."
"Oh. you are «o kind. "Oh. do make It

a supper party I,ate. Yes, I said late

late."
"I'm.urn."
"Oh, vou are so kind. "Yes. No. Ves.

No. < )h. no. Oh. yes." m

Um.um."
.¦<:.Ibv. So kind. Qoodby."
Tlie Colonel's lady and Peggy O'Omdy

¦loti is under the skin. Clam and mom

bound together by thai affinity of the tele¬

phone talk. A queer world.

I had been busying myself during this
Interval by looking over some pamphlets
on the table de-.rlblug the Horticultural
College for Women at Stinlley, Warwick¬
shire. There were several attractive pho¬
tographs Of apiaries, herbaceous gardens,
vineries, butter rooms and carpenter
shops. I studied all z«alously.
When the last word had bsM spoken

over the wire I Inquired:
"Don't you think the reason women are

such fine gardeners and are go tremen-

dously interested In farm work of all
hind« is becauas the garden Is an exprés-
tlou of the maternal instinct? So many

tng too much time to his business, hsao't
he?"
That wasn't nulle such a sucres« «s the

other, and the countess looked a bit sur¬

prised at my making the question so per¬
sonal at the end.
"You know, a man can take a meat deal

of Imagination Into his business."
I won«lered If she was referring to our

get-rich-«pilck schemes, but her next words
undeceived me.

"I am In« lined to think that the Ameri¬
can man puts so much of the real fibre
of his imagination Into hi« ¡msinesa. that
he has little left for the soplal life. 1 be¬

lieve that he kinds glamour. Illusion, Ideal-
Ism, even lomance toan extent that would
surprise ns, did we know."
"Then you don't think thl« 1« a r*-*»

chine made, commercial age.a Jugger¬
naut riding rough shod over Its devotees?"
"We cannot tell what we stand for In

the history of the world. We cannot use

desclptlve terms with accuracy until wo

have a perspe«<tlve. Only Time can gira
that, and when Time bestowa the gift we

shall have passed beyond to other worlds,
to other perspective»"'
"Your Mr. William Watson has Juat «aid

that there Is no place for the poet la OUT

[ CoaHaoed «a afth saga.


